"IN GOOD KING CHARLES'S GOLDEN DAYS"

you. But the hand that can
draw the images of God and
reveal the soul in them, and
is inspired to do this and
nothing else even if he
starves and is cast off by his
father and all his family for
it: is not his hand the hand
used by God, who, being a
spirit without body, parts or
passions, has no hands?

FOX. So the men of the
steeplehouse say; but they
lie. Has not God a passion for creation? Is He not all
passion of that divine nature?

KNELLER. Sir: I do not know who you are; but I will
paint your portrait.

CHARLES. Bravo! We are getting on. How about
your portrait, Mr Newton?

NEWTON. Not by a man who lives in a curved
universe. He would distort my features.

LOUISE. Perhaps gravitation would distort them
equally, Mr Newton.

CHARLES. That is very intelligent of you, Louise.

BARBARA. It takes some intelligence to be both a
French spy and a bluestocking. I thank heaven for my
stupidity, as you call it.

CHARLES. Barbara: must I throw you downstairs?

LOUISE. In France they call me the English spy.
But this is the first time I have been called a blue-
stocking. All I meant was that Mr Kneller.and Mr
Newton seem to mean exactly the same thing; only